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BY L W 1.
The goldon sun was sinking within the far-off
As 'nosth treo {n the yard my grandpa

st ay 3
ﬁ.d:vvumtlyhllh.. the birds had ceased

And pature evorywhers sent forth the tender
shoots of spring.

"Neath the apple troe, on a rustic, sat grandps
with his cane,

M-émm-mmmuhmomm

Mﬂnmﬁnd sunlight fell on his sil-

vary hair;
I stood and watehed im silonce the light so
strangely fair,

Then I snid : “Grandpa, the suniight that steals
through yon thick bough

Makos mgm look just likeo silver throads that
lie upon your brow.”

His mind began to wander back to the by-goue

And ::.:uld. *0h, Willle, "tis strangely gueer
that things do change 8o fast!

= "Mis forty years or more, I gueas, aince this
tree was plantod hero

"Pwas but » tender sapling then, but now It
sholtors mo ;

“s growing still, and healthy yot, its loaves
nre on and fair,

But ah, alag! time's silvery froats have pow-
dered white my hair,”

I saw & toardrop slowly steal down grandpa’s
wrinklod cheek ;

He Jeansd bis bhend upon his eane, and then he
oonsed to sponk.

% loft him then to meditate, in the sunlight
warm and falr,

Upon the past and shings so changed sinco ho
wore golden halr,

The old apple tree is living yet, but grandpa
now is dead,

And in the eve 1 often think bow ita thick, dark
ahado it shed .

Upon the silken snow-white hair ol grandpa's
aged bhoad,

I love that tren, T always shall; I call (t*Grand- |

P.'l troon,”

And when I drowm T #it benoath (te shade, it
brings fond thoughta to e ;

The longer life ia lent to mwo 1 love it more and
ore,

Boeause around it memories oling of him I
Joved of yore,

IN THE NORTH Room.

BY CLARA MERWIN,

I am an old bachelor.

If there is a human being whose nerves
are made of stee!, I am that individual.

I have never once lost my Presence of
mind. .

I don't believe in ghosts, of course.

I'm not a sentimenial man, and have
mever boen in love,

Once, when I was a young man, I thought
that I was in love with a pair of brown eyes
and ahead of golden hair, long, dark lashes,
end a skin like poach bloom. 1 lost my
usnal pood sense for a while and proposed
to Polly Bashficld, nnd was accepted.
1 soon grew tired of my pretty toy, nnd |

to see that “a young man married
wonld be a young man marnted;" the girls
had lost all interest in me, and the marred
ladies took to snubbing me. I Lad not half
the nice invitations I ured to have, and, be-
wmides, old Mr, Bushfield failed, and Polly's
fifty thousand vanished into thin air. She
would have nothing on marriage instond of
being an heiress; and so one day I told her
we bad both made o ll:lﬁl.'nku. and she said
probably I was the best judge, and gave
me back her ring. It had a nice diemond
dm it, and I had it set for a shirt-stud at
anos.
And, of course, 1 sent her back her let-
Sers, and she returned mine; and after that
weo never met agnin.
more engily than most fellows do, and I've
never got iuto such o one again. Perhaps,
when I'm old and begin to break dewn a
Tittle, I shall marry some nice young girl
and settle down comfortably,
E)od thing to do then, but not before cne
fifty.
ell, as I said, I saw no more of Polly,
and I forgot all aboual her in a fow years.
stand before you a practienl wan, untram-
meled by any sort of superstition, with a
income, good health, and enjoving my
; and in this condition I walked in at
the door of Mrs. Regan's confounded little
ald house ut exactly half-past ten on the
$dth day of Aungust, 15456,

We had started [or the Mountain House,
Iand Bradley, and his trap had brokeu
down, and here we were on a rough road,
with onr jowrney not half wu{ Over,
Catskill us far beliind us a= the Mountain
House was before us; both of us as hungry
as hunters; Loth of us dend tired,

“We can't go on,” gaid Bradley.

"We can't go back,” said I. Then over
the stone fence poppoed a sun-bonnet, and
sowe one eried, * Your wheel has come off,
han't it Aud on my nnswering that it
had, aud that I should like to know what
we were going to do that night, the sun-
bonnet replied, “Why, do tell, to be sure.
Well, now, and everybody is chock full of
summer boarders, aud so be I. But 1
guess I can figger it if 1 do a little head-
wak. I'll pui them Juckson boys to sleop
wilk our 8am, and I'll make the help go
am to the setlee, and one of you shall have
the kilchen chamber and one the
moom if you want. And my old mnan, he's

a wheelright by trade, and he'll jigger |

wheel for you in two shakes of a
‘s tail.”

We looked at each other. I did not
know how long it took a sheep to shanke
its tail, nor whether “jigger” was technical
or local. I don't know yet: but I smelt
cofice and ham and eggs somewhere, and
doubtloss so did Bradley. "We shell be
only too glad to scoept your hospitality,”
said he.

“Dollar & day,” said sbe; “that's cheap

*Bo it is," snid Bradley. *“Come, Hawm-
fllon.*
I came. What wonld I have done fo a
waiter whe presented me with such a sup-
at the club?
riminate, I ato Leartily, And after-
ward, being nsked to choose betweon the
kitchen chamber and the worth room, I
#aid the north room, by all means, 1 had
a vague idea thet it would be farthest re-
moved from the rest of the establishment,
It was & quoer-looking place, with o
chimpey in the center, the roof muonin
from a peak in the middle of the floor ug
either gide. One square window and one
one, and bags, bams, ropes of
- and suspended dresses adorned it
dn every direction. ‘Ihoe bed was apparent-
1y stuffed with corn-cobs. The pillow was
wof bay, and the sheels smelled of eamphor,
and I had a kerosene lamp by way of il-
lamination. Rememboring my spring mat.
tress and silk quilis lined with down at
bome, IDJ velvet earpet, the pink and
white rlinde for my gas, | wondered how 1
oould endure it so calmly. But what
I have gained by making a fuss?
Idhhm surely. Never trouble yourself
abouat inevitable; simﬁly shut your eyes
Mo it. 1 shut mine. aving puffad the

[kewrosene lamp out, after a blue exyplosion |

of some kind, which made me wonder if 1
were to be a subject of a paragraph head-
“'A'M‘ .:cci ent” in llhf next morning's
papers, justed myself as well as -
wible between the soflest com.cobs. v
“When one sleops one forgets one’s bed”
auid I. “Let me sleop.” And tolally refus-
o hear the drouing of a hideouns insect
& broken back, who could walk, fly,
leap, wiggle, crawl—in short, who
every means of locomotion

;

}

I awoke just as the moon was ria-
—about one o'clock.
the one

ii‘

But |

1 got out of the affair |

It's o pretty |

north |

But starvation does not |

to animated nature—1 went to

The light fell
window of my
square on the

be
Her back “:HIM wudm' T
was . Two
were clasped 'alm and she
was rocking to and fro, and moaning in o

strange, desolate sort of way.
"Th_ll is odd,” said 1. “Some one has

The young lady did not hear me. I spoke:
"lﬂ.Lm." [ L "X ume you Are
not aware—in fact, that I am here.”

Then the figure arose, It turned toward
me, but again I conld not see its face. Its
back was to the moon. The outlines,
strangely familinr, was all 1 could discern.
The white robe that looked like a shroud
trailed after it. The long hair floated
over it.

I #nid to myself very ealmly, “Were I n
superstitions person I should consider this
n ghost."

And still it eame nearer, nearer,
very embarrussing.

“Mundam,"” I said again, more loudly, “I
presume yon are aware that I am here?”
And a volce guswered me—u voice I
seemed to bave heard beforo:

“Yes, I am aware of it., 1 came because
I knew it—I came because I kuew it!”

Then she began to moan again. S8he
stood beside the bed now, ouly a few inches
from me. She stretchad out her cold
bands, It was time to do something.

Whoever she was, [ saw that she was
dangerous, A mauiae, perbaps, I put my
| hand under my pillow, where my pistol luy.
I seized il.

*Whoever you are,"” said I, "I presume
you are a thisf, playing at ghost. lLeave
the room, I give three seconds tp.do it in.
' 1 count them; at the third count I fire.

One—two—three.”
| L As I said one she retreated, pointing at
me. As I counted two she drew still fur.
ther off. As I eried three she was gone!
1 lit that kerosene lamp and examined the
room., The door was shut and locked on
tue inside: the windows fustened down with
nails, as all windows are in rural houses,
I looked behind the boxes and barrels and
gowns, I felt the floor; there was no trap-
door. Yet she was gone.

If T had been n superstitious idiot I
should have said that 1 had seen a spirit.
As it was, being a practieal man, I ot once
arguned with myself. Tough fried ham
and something called “Injun  puddin,”
whateyer it may bave been, Lad given me
n pightmare; a nightmare in an unusual
former, doubtless—a fair young girl in
white, instead of Othello or a black dog.
There were exceptions to every rule. 1 had
a white nightmare in place of o Llack one,
that was all.

Again I put ont my kerosene lamp,
Again I fitted myvseelf between the corn-
cobs. Aganin I slept. Again I woke, to
find & figure—the same figuro—bending
over me. It was moaning =till; but this
time it was doiug more. Two hands, as
cold as ice, were about my throatl, press-
ing bard upon it. I was beiug choked to
death.

“What are you doing?" cried I, catching
ot my pistol again.
The cold bands dropped away, The
figure retreated, vanished, ns before. 1
mude a new search, and I argued with my-
| self again. “Nightmares always choke me,”
gnid I, “My white nightmare only did as
others do,” Dut this time, though I fitted
myself in among the com-cobs again, I
found it harder to sleep, and thongh I slept
at lust, I awakened very soon—again with
4 hand at my throat, and s voice moaning
softly: “Let me rest in my grave. Ido
oot want to kill him. Let me rest.”
My pistol once more drove the white fig-
ure away., Dut a nightmare was s more
| serions thing than I had imagined.
ever been fool enongh to drink too much, I
ghould have fancied mysell the vietim of
deliriam tremens., DBut a ghost! DBah! 1
gave no admitiance lo that thenght for a
moment. 1f the voice, the figure, the fall-
ing bair, the touch of the little hands, cold
as they were, reminded me of some one |
bad known long ago—that was part of my

| disordered condition. “Never ngain,” said

[ 1, “will I partake of thatawfal dish, ‘injun
puddin’,’ with m’lasses. Never.”

I sat up after that and saw the sun rise
for the first time in my existence. It was o
chilly operation, a8 uncomfortable as most
things are that are considered meritorious;
cold baths and a Gmbam diet, for instanee,
I've never dome it since. Anawful horn
tooted us down to breakfasty, which was
principally fat pork. When I came down

| the good woman of the house, already in-
[ visible at the ond of a sun-bonpet, wans
talking to Bradley, who is- did I tell you?
—an author, a writer of frightful stories in
newspapers, She bad found him out,

“To think it should bs you,” she said.
“You don't look a%bitlike I thought. I
guessed vou had big black eyes and an ele-
gant Tigger, but, lor, you can't help that—
and how 1 did look out for the next uumber,
while *‘Elgire, or Fortune's Vietim,' was be-
iug published. Iread it every word, and
when she died of love I cried. | didn't
use to believe folks died of love once—
but—lemme see—I guess it was fifteen
vears ago, I knew n oase in actual life,
Yes, sir. You could have made a story of
it, no doubt, She died in this house, in
the north room-——as pretty acreature us ever
you saw. Iler ayes were, oh! how brown,
and such lovely golden hair! Her father
Lrought her out here one summer.”

" “Mr:. Regan,’ says he, ‘I'm afraid my
girl is in & decline, but we hope something
from country sir.’

“Says I, ‘We'll do what we can, and
mountain air is best of any, sir.’

“But pretty soon 1 saw that there was
{ more than sickness to deal with, The night
she died she tolld me. Yes, sir; it was a
love affsir. He had jilted her because har
father lost his money. He'd faled, the
old gentleman had. ‘I loved him so
wueh,” seid she. ‘I thought him so brave
and true, and so fond of me, and it was all
& moockery—every look a lie, every kiss an
insult, sinoe it did npot come from his
heart.'

“‘But you should forget such a rascal.
You skoald not go on loving a fellow like
that,’ said I. Then sbe sat ap in bed; |
shall never forget it. “Oh, Mrs. Ilegan!
she said, ‘it is just that—it is that 1 have
| grown to hate him so that I lie all wight

wizhing that I conld kill him, bating him
as I never hatoed snvthing before. Sowme-
times 1 think I shall come back from the
other world to do it. Ghosts are permit ed
to kill their murdercrs, they eay, and he
has murdered me, Yes, Lhe has killed me;
| not only my body, but all the good, sweet,
beautiful feelings I once had. They nll
died long ago. Hate, hate, hate—that is
| killing me. nte of the man I once loved.’

“*( b, let me send for the minister, my

doar,’ says I.

It was

“But she made no answer. Ble never
spoke agnin. She died that might. Poor
child, she was very young.

Wessastsambisstanty sesasssnsass carmiail

AGED EIGHTEEN, -
| “Tohat is what is on lher grave-stone in
| the bwrying-ground, if you'd like to look
at it."”
‘ 1 don't kow whethor she said anything
more. Bradley says I fainted. 1 don't
i admit it, but if Tdid, I vow it was that abom-
inable supper. A ghost —bah! But I
l wouldn't slecp in that “north room” agaiv
for any fortune -practical man as [ am

of a Western State, there alighted
train

:n his d.mu;;:m&t?n w recog-

l

Had I |

l
|

THE CRAZY ENBINEER.

BY MRS, CLARA MERWIN.
At a smuall station in » vast mlllngh‘pmrh
m an
tlaman

running

nizad b tan were at once
greeted by a loud cheer, for it was not
often (hat the popular President of the

railroad found time to visit the little town
of Hayvile, snd slso confer upon it a
ruur honor by bringing with him his
ovely daughter Gracie, s maiden of twen
ty. The cheer caused a young man
glanoce out of & window of the smoking-car
and instantly jerking in agnin, he hurled a
luu-oonuum«f cigar away, and with rapid
steps sought the palnce.car, and seizing
from a seat he had vaoated a short while
batore, for u quiel smoke, his
chattels, he bonm!i;.wlh the plat-
form, st the imwmiy mg of life and
litub, for the train had salready started.

The face of the young girl grew pale at
the risk run by the young wman, while her
father, the milroad President, said quickly:
*You are rash, sir.”

Without & word, but ral his bat in
reply, the young man walked into the hotsl
near by, and had barely time to register
the name of “George Coventry, California,”
upon the books, when a cry from without
caused him to again go to the door.

Far anway over the prairie, the express
train was flying, while in the other direc-
tion, coming on like the wind, was seen a
large and very powerful locomotive.

“The dispatch engine! the dispateh en-
gine!™ was the cry of the crowd, and all
eyes wers furned in the direction of the
coming locomotive, while Mr, Madison, the
President, paused as he was about to enter
a handsome enrringe, and remarking quiet-
Iy, “Gracie, dear, I must ses what dis-
patches this man brings,” turned and
walched the approach of the great iron
messenger.

A few moments more, and the engine
stopped in [ront of the hotel, and the en-
giveer, a tall, massive-built, smoke-be-
grimed man of about fifty, sprang to the
ground, with o amall black-leather sachel
hung around his nock. “Is Presidgnt Mad-
ison here?" he asked, abruptly, as he
glaneed around him.

“Ay, ay, my man,"” said the President;
and, discovering him, the engineer walked
forward and banded him the bag of dis-
putches, in reading which Mr. Madison was
soon very deeply engaged, while the bearer
stood silently by, his flery dark eye bent
upon the railrond king with an expressien
bard to fathom.

But suddenly his gaze sought the car-
riags that had been sent for Mr. Madison,
and, falling upon the beautiful young face |
of Gracie, he started quickly, his huge
form trembled, and even through the dust
and smoke thut besmeared his bhandsome
face, he was seen to turmm almost livid,
caused by some inward ¢emotlion awakened
in him.

“Girl, yon must come with me—ha! ha!
ha!” he eried. wildly. And ere any one
could prevent he seized poor Gracie in his
arms, n few mighty bounds and he had
reached his engine, and, with a dexterity
that was wonderful, he let on the steam,
raisod the Lrakes, and away the hiuge loce-
motive darted, leaving behind the two fire-
men that had asccompanied the engineer,
and who had gone into the hotel for re-
freshments.

“My God! He is mad! He is crazy! My
daunghter! My poor, dear Gracie!™ eried |
Mr. Mudison, like every one else present,
unable to raise a finger to aid the frightened
wniden,

“Ha! ha! ha!" eame buck the mocking |
laugh of the big engineer, as he sped t
:lnlwa)‘. leaving the crowd staring wildly after |

.

“Is there no engine here?” suddenly cried
u comnmanding voice; and the voung man
who bad registered his name as George |
Coveutry rushed from the hotel door.

“Yes; the express chianged engines hers;
yonder 'tis, cooling np for the next train,”
cried a railrond offieial.

And away the young man rushed, lo |
where the locomotive stood, sprang abourd,
hurled aside the engineer nnd firaman, who
would have preveuted him, and the next
instant away he wans tlying over the broad
prairie, in hot pursuit of the man who had
g0 boldly stolen poor Gruacie Madison.

Every eyo at the station was strained ont
over the prairic, first at the distant speck
that denoted the fugitive locomotive, aund
then at the ropidly disappearing engine |
driven by brave George Cevenlry., On, |
on they flew, pursuer and pursued, the |
engines groaning beneath the pressure put
upon them, and yet urged fuster and faster,
for the engineer fugitive suddenly saw
that be was pursued, and recklessly did he
let on steam.

Poor Gracie, still seated where her cap-
tor had plneed her, but powerless to move,
watched with aching heart the every ae- |
tion of the man before ber, and heard |
with dread his mocking words

“Han, ha, ha, Gracie Madison, revenge
has come nt last, after many years; yes,
many years. Ha, ha, ba!”

“Oh, my God, he is mad!" eried the un-
happ{ girl, and then, as the shrill whistlo
shrieked forth its warning notes, she
glanced nhead of her, and descried a sta. |
tion near at hand —uo, ‘twas past, for, like |
a flash of lightning, the huge engine had
gone by and left the little bamlet far be- |
hind. Station after station was thus passed,
for the telegraph Led flashed aloug the
wires to keep the road clear, for a crazy
engimeer was coming, and at every place
gnping crowds stood gazing with bhorror at
the wild speed at whicn the bLuge engine
was urged,

A terrifio roar, a shriek of the whistle, a
gaunt form with bhageard face peering
abend, the flutter of a gray dross, and the
fagitive locomotive bad gone by, to be fol.
lowed the moment alter by another loud
wail of the whistle, a groaning sonund from
the crushing wheels, and the pursung
engine with the stern. pale face of George
Coventry, had also dared by at a spe«d
even greater than the pursuned. “Oh,
heaven, havo merey?” eried the frightenod
girl, and then a ray of hope came into ber
fiace as ghe saw the pursuing engine cowm-

og rapidly on after them,

Un, on it came, eachh moment drawing
nearer and nearer until, with a glad ery,
Gracie recognized the mun who was cot-
ing to her resvue as the one who had been
her fellow-traveler doring the day snd
had jumped so recklessly from the woving
train,

Her cry caused the crazy engincer (o
ginnee backward, and a mocking laueh and
bitier curse comminglod upon his lips as
he descried thet hardly tifiy yards now
separated the two ongines, DBut with set
teeth and wild, glaring eyes lLe urged on
his iron horse, whistling londly forthe next |
station in sight, while he hurled with one
hand & fow of the heaviest picces of coal
in the tender upon the truck, in the hope ‘
of destroying his pursuer.

Yet on they swept by the station like a
flash, and there Gracie discovered, drawn
upon a switch to let them go by, the expross |
train that Lad taken her to R——, and |
which bad ran one side a8 soon as they
learned that a crazy engineer was bebind I
them. |

Still away they flew, and wearer and |
nearer came the pursuer nutil the two en-

nes were fast together, *Drop down be- |

ind the tenler,” cried the ringing voios of |
George Coventry; and, obedienly, Gradie |
shrunk down inte the bottom of the engine,

g

£

|

|

Mrllhl.hlhmnrlieta 08
shot after shot was fired, until » dozen

leaden messengers had been hurled after
the mad engineer, who, with a low

aank down ' lifeless beside the frightened
girl, for a bullet from George Coventry's
pistol had pierced his brain,

An instant more and George Coventry
was beside Gracie, having elambered over
the rear of the e , and raising her,
half dead with ht, he said gently:
“There is no danger now, Miss Madison,
for 1 will stop our mad ;

In o few moments he had brought the
speed down, and in a short while ran quietly
inte the next station, where he bhanded the
body of the orazy engineer over to the
proper suthorities, and sscorted Gracie to

|

o hotel to await the arrival of ber father, |

who was instantly telegraphed of the safety
of bis daughter,

A few bours more and President Madison |

arrived, overjoyed at greeting alive and safe
his darling danghter, and most enthusiastio
in the praise of ber brave preserver. *But
come, Mr, Coventry, let ns pee about this
poor madman,” safd Mr. Madison; and to-

gether they sought the place where the ma. |

niac bad been taken to prepare for burial,
One glance into the haggard face, now no
longer besmeared with smoke and dirt, and
Mr. Madison exclaimed: “Great heavens!
it is Norton Morris,”

:}:ou knew him, then?" asked George.

o8,
best of friends, and then rivals for the hand
of Gracie’'s mother. [ was the most success-
ful, and poor Norlon Morris went from
home, became o drunkard, "twas said, and
for years I had not seen or heard of him.

“Yes, I know all now. His reason was
unseated, and beholding me onee more,
and with me Gracie, who is the image of
her dead mother, it drove him lo seek a
terrible revenge, FPoor, poor Morris.”

Much affected, Mr. Madison returned to
acquaint his danghter with the sad par-
ticulars and siory of the erazy cngineer,

The following day the poor maniac was
buried with honor, for Mr. Madison would
have it 80; and then the President and his
daughter wended their way homeward,
after having received a promise from
George Coventry to visit them in a few
weeks; for Mr. Madison had learned from
the voung man that he belonged to a good
family in New Haven, lmt.’.i:
rather wild while yet in his teens, had run
away and gone to California to seek his
fortune, and, having found it, was return-
ing to his parental roof-tree, a8 a prodigal
son, to beg forgiveness for the follies of
his earlier years.

True to his promise George Coveniry
sought the home of the Madisons, and his
visit extended over n week's duration; for
between the beautiful Gracie and her brave
preserver a fecling of true love had sprung
up, which had found place in the heart of
the youug man “at first sight,” for he con-
feesed that he bad loved ber from the mo-
ment be saw bher on the train, and had only
stopped at R—— when he suddenly dis-
covered from the smoking-car that her
futher bad gotten off there.

It was o pure love match; ran smoothly
through loverhood; and, as married peo-
ple, no two happier beings live than do
theso two, whose wooing was brought about
througn the wild nct of the crazy engineer.

The Funny Armadillo.

The armadillo lives in South Amer-
ica. His name there is bolito, or “lit-
tle ball,” bocanse he rolls himself up
in his shell so that he can be tumbled
about like a ball. The bands of shell
are flexible and overlap near the tail;
the collar and tail cape are each in one
piece, but slightly flexible; the face
shield is loose except at the forehead.
When alarmed the animal will curl up
quickly and hold his shell as tight as
a closed oyster shell until the danger is
past. His fore feet are made for bur-
rowing, and are not of muech use in
willking, a8 he walks on tiptoe. The
casiest way for him to get about is to
roll, although he stays very closo at
bhome. BSometimes a pair of armadilios
will have ten babies that keep the par-
ents busy when the babies are weaned,
They eat insects principally, but will
eat carrion. The monkeys tind great
pleasure in teasing the armadillos. The
shriek of delight when a monkey dis-
covers bolito taking an airing will bring
a dozen of the chiattering creaturas to
the spot. They roll him abont, poke
their fingers into the eracks of his
shell, screech, and scold until tired,
bat bolito never cheeps or relaxes a
muscle nutil his tormentors leave him.
—New York Telegram.

The **Torpid Liver™ Myth,

Another silly notion that is widely
prevalent is that relative to innction of
the liver, The term “torpid liver” is
in overy one's mouth, and is held to
account for every bad feeling, whether
it be due to excess m eating or drink-
ing, late lhours, lack of muscular exer-
cige, excitement over bad ventnres on

| ernor of & State 1s practically

Mexican Polities,

But the city is not only the urihl,
it is the center of all the politi life
of the republic. For in all outward
forms this is &« federal republic. The
city aud its environs form the federal
district in the State of Mexico, Be-
sides this State there are ftwenty-six
other States, each with its Governor
and local legislature, its system of
schools. The (ederal constitution is a
model one; there is all the machinery
of a republican government, two
elected louses, a President popularly
chosen for a term of six years, who is
ineligible again until a term has inter-
vened. But the President is in fact
elected by agreement among a koot of
leaders, and the office is a matter of
arrangement, bargained for usually a
long time in the future. Eve:]y Goy-

ictated
by this little junta at the capital; and
every officer, even to mayors of cities,
is so chosen. It is the most purel
personal government in the world.
Whatever elective forms are gone
throngh with, this is the fact. When

{ the first term of Diaz expired, Gon-

We were boys together; onoe the |

aving been |

the market, or other fo m of dissipa- |

gion. The liver is yuite an important
organ, and has mueh to do with the
secondary processes of digestion—those
which go on after the stomach snd pan-
creas have done their work—but it is
innoeent of most of the sins 'aid ot its
door. The bile is manufactured in
lurge amounts daily, but we know post-
tively of but few nses to which it is pat
in the body, and of still fewer drugs
that are able to increase the daily out-
put. I1{ we wers certain that we could,
at will, stimulate the huge gland to
secrete more bile, it is very uncertain

that auy benefit wonld result from
“aronsing it from its torpor.”—ASI,

Louis Globe-Demo ral.

Too Short.
Society girl—*“Johuny, Where's your
1 opole™
mal' brother—*“Up in the attic;
o yon want of it?”
i dropped my opera glasses into my
it when | got Lome from the mutinee,
a1l !1["}.l‘!’ canght lhere."
“How far np "
“Near the top.”
“No use gottiu’ the pole, then: "tant
long enough to rench "em, — T/ 1 its,

CoNceryinGg the use of tes and ecoffve
by children, Dr. J. W. Puatnam, of
Luffalo, says: “In these little peopls
nothing lbmt harm can come from the
use of such cerebral stimulants as tea
and coflee. 1 speak emphatically, be-
canse not only among the poor and un-
educated, but among the rich, who
should know better, this practice is
marvelously prevalent. Childhood is
the period when the nervous activity is
at its greatest. Lhe nervous systen! is
pushed to its utmost oapacity, and long
is the list of victims that follow its
over-stimulation.” —Dvr. Foole's Health
Monthly.

“WELL," said an old gentleman,”
who stumbled as he was trying to make
his way aronnd a group of waltzers,

while the wild, harsh laugh of the crazy | “well, this is really working one's
engineer rang out, o mingle the next in- | pussage round the whirled.”

zales cawe in by arrangement; when
the latter retired it was to a governor-
ship. Diaz has a preponderance of
Indian blood, ('ionzaﬂm of Spanish.

In Lis first term Diaz took an en-
lightened view of the needs of Mexico
and its external relations. He invited
capital and promoted railways by lib-
eral subsidies. The railways were built;
the subsidies have not been paid. The
country was infested with Dbrigands.
These brigands were not Indians, but
of the mixed Spanish race who had
possessions, and took to the highways
ouly on oceasion, or when the country
was politically disturbed. Vigorous
efforts were made to suppress this by
the Government. QGonzales had the
reputation of being the head of these
quasi-brigands. When he came into
power brigandage was still more effect-
ively suppressed. People say that his
method was to put all the brigands in
office, make them Governors, Mayors,
and high district officials, where they
could make more than by intercepting
caravans, stopping diligences, and car-
rying ol owners of haciendas, And it
is universally believed in Mexico that
Gonzales, in his termm of four years,
saved out of his salury between twelve
and eighteen millions of dollars, which
is now well invested. 'These leaders
are asinte diplomatists, as wary and as
supple and subtle as the Turks. Who-
ever makes a treaty with them is likely
to be confused by the result. Whoever
in’ests money in Mexioo, either in pub-
lic works or private euterprise, does so
at his risk. Any basis of confidence is
wanting in business. The Mexicans do
not trust each other. They always
seem surprised whoen a foreigner does
ns he said he wonld do. The moral
condition is something like that of
FEgypt. The atmosphere of Egypt is
one of universal lving. We who are
accustomed to do business on universal
fuith—the presumption being that o
man is honest until the contrary is
proved —ecannot understand a social
state where the contrary is the assump-
tion.

One can readily grant to Diaz patri- |

otic intentions, and the desire to have
Mexico take an honorable place in the
world; but justice is not had priceless
in the courts—the officials are all serv-
ing their own interests, and official cor-
ruption is universal. And yet travel is
now safe, publie order is maintained,
and thorve is marked progress’in educa-
tion, Still, whatever the government
is, there is no publie, no pablic opin-
ion, no general comprehension of po-
litical action, no really representative
government or representative election.
There are few newspapers, the people
are not informed, and the mass of them
ure indifferent so loug as they are per-
sonally not disturbed. In only one
cnso (the action of the Congress in re-
gard to the English debt—action pro-
moted by a determined demonstrasion

of the students of the city) has there |

been uny sign of the independence of the
Legislature. Mexico remains, in effect,
a personal government with no political
public. 1 am making no sweeping
declaration as to the character of the
mongrel population; it has its good
points. These will appear as we travel
farther.—Charles Dudley Warner, in
Harper's Magazine.

A Little Postal War.

A New York merchant received an
acoount sent by a Cincinnati house in
which there was an error of 4 cents,
The latter wrote about it. The post-
age on the letter was 25 cents, payable
on delivery. Indignant nt such a pay-
ment, and determined to punish the
New York merchant, the Cincinnati
house inclosed him by mail a package
containing several old papers, on which
the New York merchant bad to pay $2
postage. The New York merchant re-
turned by mail a package, the postage
on which cost the Cincinnati house $06,
This was continned, to the benefit of
the postoflice fund, to the extent of
$#40, when the Cincinnati house sent by
mail the “log-book™ of a ship, for
wh ch the New York merchant paid
#17 in postage, and gave in that he was
boaten.—Dry Goods Chronicle,

The Orator,

Gladstone says it is the business of
an orator to give back to his hearers as
rain what he has received as mist. The
effective orator utters the thoughts of
his anditors, and not his own, but bet-
ter than they could. He must say what
they wished they had said.

It is related that in England aschool
inspector who delighted in “common
sense questions,” propounded this: “If
I met you coming down the village
street and said ‘Animal! animal ' what
would you say ?” The right answer re-
mains & mystery; the real one ran:
“Saa! I shud san yeow was a fule.”
Undaunted, the examiner next asked
why the sea is salt? He got three an-
swers: One, “Uecause of the Yar-
mouth bloaters;" one, “To keep the
drowned folk sweet,” and one from a
pious little maiden, “Because God
made it so."”

At the clowe of 1886 the American
Association of Science, according to the
report of the permaaent y had
lg;:hlﬁmher;.ﬂ‘(!ﬁ the:. 31, boinkg
8 en in scientific work,
;udbn’nolooud to the rank of fel-
OwWs.

Frmer-Locks—a miser's hair,— Teras
Siftinga.

Tux woaring of the green—a game
of billiardas.

It is wise stock that knows its own
par.—Life.

Dinyer—*Waiter, I see you have got
turtle sonup on the menu. Is it mock
turtle?” Waiter—*No, gir, mud,”

THE question about extending a call
turns sometimes on the age of the par-
son; the queston of accepting it, or
the parsonage.

A yAN and his wife are buried in the
same grave, and the stone boars the in-
soription: “Ther warfare is accom-
pl shed.”

A yorxa man wants to know how to
bring out a mustache. Tio s cord
around it tightly, hiteh the cord toa
post and then run backward.

“IsN’r it beavenly 7" ejaculated DMiss
(iush in reference to Miss Pedal’s per-
formances on the piano. “Yes,” replied
Fogg, “it is indeed heavenly; it sounds
like thunder.”

“Tuis is one of the silent watches of
the night.” remarked Fangle, as he
looked at bis timepiece on rising one
morning and finding that it had stopped
st 11 p. m.—-Piltsburg Chroni ..

A rasuioy item says that “a ball
dress should be plain enough to show
off the material.” 'T'he object now ap-
pears to make it brief enough at the
top to show off a considerable portion
of the wearer.—Norristown Herald.

“WorurLp you like it better if 1 wrote
only on one side of the paper?” asked
& poet who Las been atllicting us great-
ly of late. No, we would not .“re
would like it better if you refr.ined
from writing on any side.—T'exas Sift-
ings.

Criext—"Now, Mr. H , isn't your
fee rather large?” Lawyer—*“l am
gorry yvou think so, Mr. B——; but you
must remember I had a great deal to
do. I spent a great deal of time pre-
paring my charge for the jury.” Client
—“Great Scott! Do I pay the jury?”
—bBoston Lwidget.

“Do yon know,” said Misa Beekon
Hill to Miss Murray Hill, “that your
friend from the West asked me last
pnight at the reception who wrote
‘Gray's Elegy?” Miss Murray Hill
giggled and responded, in italies: “You
don’t say so!” and then, thoughtfully,
“by the way, who did write it?” —Zles-
ton Commer inl Bulletin,

“Dox’r yon think,” said Mrs. Keaper,
“that when Adam rea'ized the vastness
of the world into whieh he had been
ushered he must have had a great deal
on hismind ?* *“Well,” responded Mrs.
Blunt, “from the photograph I have
seen of him, I should say that whatever
he did buve on must have been on his
mind."—The Judge.

“My dear,” said an anxious wife to
her husband, who was running for oflice,
“wo must economize in every possible
way.” *“I do economize,” he replied.
“Yes," she sunid, bitterly, “you spend
ten or fifteen dollars a day in treating
a lot of bar-room loafers to beer and
whisky just to get them to vote for
you, Do you eall that economy?”
“Certainly; that's political economy.”

A Goop story is told on the Governor
here in Chico. J, W. B. Montgomery
had been tendered the position of
Brigadier General of the Fifth Bri-
gade, and went to Sacramento to con-
sult with the Governor about the mat-
ter. He walked into the latter’s office
and remarked: *“Well, Governor, I
have come to tell you that I wiil ae-
capt that office as long as there's peace,
but I want it understood that in case of
war you are to accept my resignation.”
“0," replied Commander-in-Chief
Bartlett, “that’s all right. If there's
ever & war 1 propose to resign myself.”

— Chico ( Cal.) Enlerprise.

The Diters Were Bitten,

One of the slickest tricks I ever saw
was performed in a Denver faro-room.
The bLoys had been hitting the bank
pretty heavy, and, althongh it was
early in the night, the bank was sev-
eral thowsand dollars loser, Dave
Iieets was running the game, and final-
ly took the deal himself, Hulf an hour
had passed, when ove of the players
nsked for a cigar. Dave said to the
stranger, in the most natural way im-
aginable:

“I'ry one of these. It is a brand I
smoke myself,” and he began fumbling
in a lower drawer, his head being be-
low the table.

The “lookout” at this momenéturned
his head te address a remark to a by-
stander, and the box was left unpro-
tected. In that brief space of time a
small fortune was lost. Theo stranger
who had ssked for the cigar reached
over, and, shoving the top card, dis-
closed the queen of hearts, and then
replaced it before the dealer resumed
his position. Handing over the cigar,
Dave made a motion to shove the top
card, but half a dozen voices called

to bhim to hold u];. Of course,
he waited, and a look of sur-
priso  passed over his face na

every one began to copper the queen,
and inside of five minntes every cent in
the room—#12,000—was coppered on
that queen. Fmally everyone was
ready, and amid a silence in which [
th ught I beard the thumping of one
man's heart, Dave shoved the top card,
disclosing that selfsame queen of
hearts, and everybody breathed easier
until another push and the gueen of
dismonds lay bare. There were a
number of groans and one oath or two,
but the man who wanted a cigar had

L

1 4

disappeared, and the bank took in half 4

of all bets made in a silence forced by
the consciousness that the biters had
been bitten,— Washington Cri i,

Life,

thLiﬁ: e:minh not in the abundance of
ings that we possess, but in the good
and honest work that we do. Let us
vow that we will live, not to lade our
souls with the tnick clay of earthly
riches—not to daub our lives with the
untempered mortar of human praise—
not to waste our lnbors on those gains
of the wilderness which can neither
satisfy the soul's hunger nor gqnench its
thirst, but for whatis and greatest,

Ox life's highway alander takes toll
from reputations.
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